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In a large richly furnished living room of a home in 

the wealthier section of Chicago sits Mark Trail. He 

is alone and a bit ill at ease in these unusual surroundings» 
He crosses his legs ənd sinks a bit lower in the comfortable 
chair in which he is sitting. Then he quickly uncrosses them 
and rises as a tall, grey haired woman enters the room. She 
is Mrs. Cornelia Dwight, an old friend of Mark's and a frequent 


and generous contributor to many conservation projects. 


How do you do, Mark. I'm so glad you could come. 


It's a pleasure, Cornelia. 

:I couldn't helm noticing. You weren't too comfortable in this 
room. 

I confess I am used to surroundings: a bit more rugged. 

sI know. Do sit down, Mark. 

Thank youe 


:Now. How to begin. I'm not accustomed to asking favors. 
Well, don't hestitate, Cornelia. After all the generous things 
you've done for the various conservation projects: I've come 

to you with, I'm grateful for the possibility that I may be 
helpful to you. , 
Being generous with money isn't difficult. 

Some people would disagree. 

¿Well not when you have as much as I have. 

Man. e « this: problem of yours? 

:It's a responsibility. A responsibility that I undertook, and 
I'm afraid can't fulfill. At least not at this stage. 


Go One 


CORNELIA: 
MARK: 
CORNELIA: 


MARK: 
CORNELIA: 


MARK: 
CORNELIA: 
MARK:: 
CORNELIA: 


MARK 3 


CORNELI As 
MARK: 
CORNELIA: 


MARK: 
CORNELIA: 
MARK 
CORNELI As 
TIM: 


CORNELIA: 
TIN: 
CORNELIA: 


a Oe 


I attended juvenille court several weeks ago. 

Yes? 

A boy was brought in who struck my fancy. I can't imagine 
why, since he was charged with bresking and entering a 
stationary store, 

Uh... huh? 

Well, the long short of it is I prevailed upon the judge 

to place him on probation, in my care, 

And it hasn't worked out? 

That's a great understatement, Mark, 

And what do you want me to do, Cornelia. 

Well I've arranged to send the boy to a camp, Woneeca,upm in 
Winsconsin. 

Oh, I know the camp. It's rum by Frank Dane, fine summer 
place for boys... 

I'm glad to have that confirmed.. 

But what do you want me to do? 

I'd like you to teke him up there, and if you can, stay a 
week or two and watch him, 

That doesn't sound very difficult.. 

You haven't met Timothy yet. 

When will I, 


I sent Steven my butler to his room IS nie REE 


(Way Off, Fading ON) (About Fourteen) 


the old dame wants me so I'm comin, but stom shovin or I'll 


Okay,okay. You said 


kick you in THE oaee eee eLO0k, don't shove, 
That'll be all Steven. 


Yeah, beat it, Lacy pants. 
Timothy. 


TTM; 
CORNELIA: 
M ARK:: 
CORNELIA: 
TIM: 
CORNELIA: 


TIM: 


CORNELIA: 
MARK:: 


CORNELIA: 
MARK: 


Tims 
MARK: 


TIM: 


MARK: 


RTM 


CORNELIA; 
TIM: 


MARK:è 


- 3. 


What's on yer mind that you sent the poodle after me. 
Timothy, this iis Mark Trails 

Hello. 

You might at least say hello, Timothy. 

Hi. So he's Mark Trail. What do I do give three cheers? 
This is the man who's going to take you to that camp I was 
telling you about. 

Oh, that dump in the woods. I ain't made up my mind if 
I'm goin, you know. 


I'm sure you will like Timothy. 
Perhaps he wouldn't, Cornelaa. 


Merk, 1 thoucnt. on 

After all it's a rough life, and he doesn't look like he 
can take it. 

Who can't take it? 

Don't get sore, Tim. After all there's lots of fellere 


who cen't take camp life. 
Look, I can take anything you or a hundred guys like you 


can take. I know my way around and all the angles. 
Cornelia, maybe you better change your mind. If Tim doesn't 
want COsese sre 

Look, guy don't crab the act. The old biddy wants to spend 
her dough sending me to this dump that her business. I want 
to take it, that's mine. 

Then you'll go, Timothy?’ 

I*ll take a whack at it, but I ain't guaranteeing that I'11 
stay. 

Of course not, Tim. If it get's too tough for you, yowm can 


leave. 
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If I leave it ain't gonna be cause it's too tough, but 
because it's too tame. 

Okay, Tim, you call it. But if we're going to go you'd 
better get your duds now. 


Sure, be right back, 
( PAUSE) 


Well, Mark. Bo you think it's hopeless. 

No, Cornelia. He's just a frightened kid, covering it up 
with that shell of toughness. 

I hope you're right, Mark. 

Of course until that shell is broken there'll be quite a 
few headaches.. But I think a good camp, life in the outdoors 
will at least put a crack in that shell. 

I hope it shatters it, Mark. I like the boy, I wouldn't 
want to fail in the responsibility I've undertaken. 

I'll do my best to see that You don't, Cornelia. Now 

Ifa better look to our train reservations. See if I can get 


them in an armored car to withstand the onslaughts of Tim. 
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(TRAIN IN BG) 
We'll be getting to this dump soon, huh? 
A few minutes more, Tim. 
Be glad, A guy could go nuts sittin in a train like this all 
the time. 
You'll have plenty of space to rum around. 
Who wants: to run? Look at all the ieee cad stuff, this 
place is really out in the sticks, huh? 


Pretty wild country e 
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No wilder than Chicago's south side, which reminds: me I 


been dying for a butt all day. 


No thanks, 


Timg 


Ain't you gonna slough me? 


Slough you? 


Haul off and sock me. 


What for? 


You want one? 


I took a butt, I'm gonna smoke. 


Well why should I "sock™ you. 


your health 
Huh? 


e 


Skip it, Tim. 


I don't get 


They're your lungs, it's 


you. Don't you ever get sore? 


Lot*s of times, why? 


I been ridin you this whole trip. You ain't pasted me once. 


I figured you to blow your top a long time ago. 


That's what I figured you figured. 


Sor 


One thing you learn in nature lore, Tim. Never do what the 


obher fellow figures you for. 


I don't get 


Yow wiles. 


This place? 


That's the idea of a camp, Tim. 


"nuttin™. 


ite 


(TRAIN STARTS TO STOP) 


Here's where we get off Tim. 


There ain't nuttin here. 


(TRAIN STOPS) 


Come One 
(FOOTSTEPS) 


To be where there's 
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(FOOTSTEPS ON TRAIN PLATFORM) 


Fi (FOOTSTEPS DOWN STEPS) 
(TRAIN ENGINE IDLING IN BG) 
TIM: I thought some one was going to meet us. 
MARK: They'll be along. 
Ties What a dump. One shack and an old jaloppy. 
(TRAIN STARTS UP AND OFF) 
TIM: I'd have a heck of a time of gettinaway from here. 
MARK: AIT ee have to do is ask, Tim. 
TE Don't get me wrong. I ain't callin quits yet. 
MARK: Goode Look. There's another boy that got off the train. 
Guess he's going to camp Woneeca too. 
Tos | Catch the get up. Ain't he a sweet thing. 
BOB: (FADING ON) Excuse me, sir. 
TAM MARK: Yes son? 
(BUCKBOARD & TRAM OF HORSES APPROACHING) 
BOB: Are you by any chance going to Woneeca? 
MARK: Yes, there should be some one along to meet us shortly. 
TIM: Don't tell me this is the rig coming? 
MARK: Where.eweeeles it is. That's Frank Dane at the reins. 


(UP) Hi you, Prank. 
FRANK: (OFF, FADING ON) Good to see you, Mark. 
(HORSES & BUCKBOARD ON AND STOP) 
(FEET LEAP TO GROUND) 
FRANK: Long time. 
MARK s: Certainly has been, Frank. 


FR ANK; This the boy? 
N MARE: No, I don't KNOW eeo oeo 


BOB: My names Bob Prager, sir. 
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Oh, yese Been expecting you» Throw your bag up in the 
buckboard and climb in. 
This is the fellow who came with me. Tim Burgess. 
Hello, Son, 2s wanes 
What kind of a crummy joint you runnin? Can't you afford 
a car, this creaky ice wagon the best you got. 
Eh? 
All right, Tim. Up in the buckboard. 
Okay, but I can tell you now this ain't gonna sit good with 
Meo | 
(CLIMB IN BUCKBOARD) 
(LOW) Hey, Mark, what's thee eoe» 
Didn't Mrs. Dwight write you? 
She mentioned a DS not a calamity. Lhat Mtthle swere 
(CRACK OF WHIP) 
What the.. eses 
(OFF) Go on. Stemon it you goats! 
(HORSES NEIGH) 


(HOOFS BREAK INTO A RUN) 
(CRACK OF WHIP) 


The Llittle...% 

Stow it, Tim? 

That's a high strung team, Mark. He'll never get them back 
in control. He'll kill himself and the boy with him? 

Come on, Frank. We've got to stop them? 


BRIDGE 
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Well, it looks kike Mark has really got himself a headache. 


Just off the train, not even at camp and Tim Burgess is in a 
peck of trouble. Holding the reins on a team of runaway horses. 


What will happwn? We'll learn in a moment when we return to 


Mark Trail, but first....( COMMERCIAL) 
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Now back to Mark Trail. Mark, as a favor to Mrs. Cornelia 
Dwight, is taking a boy named Tim Burgess to the Summer Wonneca 
Camp. Tim, who is on probation to Mrs, Dwight from a juvenile 
court hasn't been giving Mark an easy time. As Mark ig talking 
to Frank Dane the manager of the camp, Tim in the camp buckboard 
with another boy named Bob Prager, took a whip to the team of 
horses and raced away with them. As the buckboard goes careening 
crazily down the road, Mark and Frank shout orders: to Tim. 
(OFF BUCKBOARD AND RUNAWAY HORSES) 

im = 
Stop them, boy You'll never get them under control. 
It's no use, Frank. That jaloppy, who belongs: to it. 
It's the station master's! 
Get the key} W4'll chase them! 
It's usually in the car. Come ont 

7 (RUNNING FOOTSTEPS) 
Well? 
It's there. 
Okey. You take the wheel. I'll hang on the running board. 
Right! 


(CAR DOOR OPENS AND CLOSES) 
(CAR STARTS) 


Come upm on them from the left, Frank. 
Will dest 
They're going like the devils after them. 


They're high spirited animals, Usually used for riding. 
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There they aret 
See them! 
Can you get some more speed out of this? 
I've got her down to the floor now. We're gaining on them! 
(BUCKBOARD AND HORSES COME CLOSER) 
They're veering to the right. You'll have plenty of room to 
come up on the left. 
I see, Mark. : 
Draw up to the head of the team. I'll jump then and you 
fall back. | 
Checkt 
(BUCKBOARD AND HORSES ON FULL) 
That little devil looks scared now. 
He'll never admit it. Swing in a little closer, Frank. 
That's about it, Mark. 
Okay! I'm spine to jump. Drop back as soon as I do. 
(BUCKBOARD AND HORSES ON FULL 
(CAR MOTOR ON FULL) 
Here goes} Frank! 


(HORSES SNORT AND REAR) 


(MARK'S FEET DRAG IN THE ROAD) 
(CAR MOTOR FALLS BACK) 


Easy, boys. Steady boys? 
(HORSES HOOFS SLOW DOWN) 
(HORSES SNORT, STOP, HOOFS JUST PAWING) 


That's the way. That's it! 


=e 
(HORSES BREATHING HEAVY) 


MARK s: Okay, boys. Climb down. 

BOB: Yes, sir. Some excitement, huh? 

MARK: A little, You all right, Prager. 

BOB: Bob, sir. And I'm swell, 

MARKs Tim, I....-what have you got your fists cocked for? 

TIM: You sock me and I'll give you a good sock back. 

MARK: Who said anything about socking you, Tim. You're the only 


one who's looking for trouble. 
RIMS But, Ieeoweyou mean you're not going to slough me. 
MARK: No, YOU SCC. cece 


(CAR FADES ON AND STOPS) 


FRANK: That was beautiful going, Mark. Lucky thing you stopped 
them before they hit that turn up ahead. 

MARK: Well, it's all OVersseee 

PIMs It wasn't so much. Anyone could have done it! 

BOBE Por crying out..«.es I suppose you could. 

TINS If I wanted to. 

FRANK: Now Look here, SONseecceece 

MARK: Wait a minute, Frank. You know all about horses: Tim. 

TEMS Enough . 

MARK: Can you ride one? 

TIM: Could if I wanted to. 

MARK s Do you want to, or are yom afraid to?’ 

Tihs; I ainte afraid ef nothin: 

MARK s: Well in that case jump in the back of one of the horses. 
You can ride him while we three sit in the buckboard. 

TEM: Huh? 

MARK :: Scared? 


TIM: You bet I ain't! 
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In that case I'Il give you a boost upon his back. 
Huh? 
Come on. 
cure, Iain't ascared.e 
Theret 

(HORSE WHINNEY'S A BIT) 
Okay 
(OFF) Ready to start anytime you are. 
Mark, it's over six miles to the camp on rough roads. 
That's: why I use the buckboards. 
I know Frahk. 
Look at the way the boy sits. He's never been on a 
horse before. 
That's the idea, we'll let the horse and Tim's stubborness 
do the punishing. You take the car back to the station. 
I'll follow in the buckboard and then we'll go back to 
the camp. 
Okay. 

(CAR STARTS UP) 

(MARK CLIMBS IN BUCKBOARD) 
All set, Bob? 
Les, Mr. Breid.. 
(UP) Ready, Tim? 
(OFF) <Any time!. 
All right. Gee yum 


(HORSES HOOFS) 
(HOLD) 


Gosh, Mr. Trail, look at the way he's bouncing all over 
that horse, He won't be able to sit down for > week. 
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Well, a day at least. Who knows, this may be the beginning 
of Tim's education. At least it will give him a good seat 
of learning. 
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(GROANS) Qoo0. 

What's the matter, Tim. 

Tink you're funny, hah. 

Ijust thought you might want this: chair. It's the softest 
one in the cabin. Wood, but soft wood, Pine. 

Heh, heh, heh....a regular Milton Berle. I would get 

you to bunk wit. 

Try the beds why don't you. At least they've got mattresses. 
That's it. Sit down nice and easy, Tim. 

ET OOO ee | aero” Maram 

(LAUGHS) 

Tink it's cute, hah. Make a jerk out of me, will they. 
I'll show them. 

The way I see it, you made a jerk out of yourself. 

Who ast you. Ohhh..--ethat's better. 

Better not sit on that bed too long. You'll never be able 
to get um 

PSII get upn....-and when I do, I'll fix that Trail guy 
and that goon who runs this place. 

Oh, you: will, 

You bet I will. Nobody makes a dope out of Timmy boy and 


get's away with it. 
BRIDGE 
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(COUNTRY NIGHT NOISES) 
(SOFT FOOTSTEPS ON UNDERBRUSH) 
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(DOOR OPENS AND CLOSES SOFTLY) 
(OFF SOUND OF BOB SNORING) 
(SOFT FOOTSTEPS ON FLOOR) 


BOB: (SNORTS) Eh? What? 

TIM: Sheddup Go back to sleep 

BOB: Who.... What.. 

TIM: It's just me Tim. Go on Dreamland again. 

BOB: Oh, Tim. Late huh. 

TIM: Yeah. Go to sleep 

BOBS Uh....yuh.....ah. (HEAVY BREATHING) 

MIM Make a jerk out of me, huh. Well wait'll they take out 


that buckboard a couple of times. They'll see. 
MUSIC: BRIDGE 


(KIDS SPLASHING IN WATER OFF MIKE) 


MARK :: Aren't you going in for a swim, Tim? 

CUM: When I feel like it. 

MARK: Oh, want to finish that cigarette first, eh? 

TIN: So what if I do. 

MARK: Nothing. The other guy's are in the water enjoying themselves. 
TIM: Wait'll I get in. I'Il show them some swimming. 

POR: (FADING ON) Hello, Mr. Trail. Aren't you going in, Tim. 


Or maybe you can't swim. 
PIN: You kidding. I'll beat you any day in the week and twice 


on Sunday's. 


BOB: Okay, I'll race you across to that big oak tree. 
EN: You got a deal. Wait'll I ditch this butt. 
MARK: ie... belld it for you, ime 

TIN: Okaye Let's go. 


(RUNNING FOOTSTEPS ON GROUND) 
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(BIG SPLASH OFF MIKE) 


(TWO BOYS SWINMING) 

(ONE BOY WAKKING OUT OF WATER) 

(SPLASHING OFF MIKE) 
(UP) Hey, Tim. Why don't you get an outboard motor 
you'll need ite 
Nice going, Bob. 
Hets not a very good swimmer, Mr. Trail. 
We know it. The trick is to get him to admit it. 
I'm going over to the driving board. Tell him PENN 
meet him there if he wants another race. 

(FOOTSTEPS WALK OFF) 

(SPLASHING FADES ON) 

(FOOTSTEPS FADE ON SPLASHING THROUGH WATER) 
(BREATHING VERY HEAVILE AND SHORTLY) Wise guy. ; 
He beat you.. 
Thatte FUSE a r--nse’ COUSEeeced' M OWlecconeOl once COndition. 
Oh, T SeSe 
TO ee Eea ea Cheara ERT time, 
Sure. OHI forgot. Your cigarette. 
Faces cel Demme és Chm eosin E E E is noel >. ti tscacn wee 
maybe Iesse DEEN Ssmokingescceeet00 muche 
Good idea, Time Maybe you have. Now get dressed and we'll 
see what's on the schedule this afternoon. 


BRIDGE 


(FOOTSTEPS CLIMBING THROUGH UNDERBRUSH) 
Gosh....ehow much higher does this hill go. 


Mountain. And it's not much further to the tom 
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We benn going up for the last hour. 
Want to quit, Tim?’ 


I never quit. Keep going. 


(FOOTSTEPS CLIMBING) 
Just a little way more, Time 


I'm with youe Gosh, it's hard to breathe um here e e:e e 
I've really been smoking too muche 


That's part of it, Tim. But the air's thinner up here. 
You need to take more into your lungs. 

Oh. 

Give me your hand, Tim. This is the tom 

So finally we reach the tom and then we go GOWN dies È 
don't get the percentage in this Wiking, it's nuts tOccen. 
(STOPS) Geez. 

Quite a view, eh Tim. 

I never seen so much of the world in one piece before. 
This is one of the rewards for hiking, Tim. Impressive 
Sa 15 a 

Gosh, I.e.--x (PAUSE) Ah, it's just a lotta trees and Mirte 
Come on. Let's get down from here. 


Whatever you say, Tim. Bown we goe 


(FOOTSTEPS ON GROUND) 
Tim. 
(FADING ON) Well, what's on the menu today. 
We8re going bird hunting, Tim. Want to come along. 
Bird hunting. That's with guns. Sure. 


No, Tim. No guns. 


es 


TIM: Don't tell me you use bow and arrows? 
MARK No, Tim. This. 
TIM: A book? 
MARK: That's right. 
TIM: What do you do? Trow it at then? 
MARK: Not quite. You see Tim, this is a book put out by the 


Audubon Society. 

TIM: The which? 

MARK It's got pictures of every bird in North America in it. 
The idea is that we go around and see how many birds we 


can spot. Then we check off the ones we see in the book. 


TIM: What a way to go hunting. 
MARK: Maybe you'll like it. Want to try it? 
TUE Nuttin else to do around this dump. May as well give it a 


whack. Huntin birds with a bookt 


MUSIC: BRIDGE 


(SOFT FOOTSTEPS THROUGH UNDERBRUSH) 


MARK: Easy, Time 
TIM: What's the matter? 
MARK: That meadow ahead. Good nesting ground for quail, 


partridge, bob whites, Don't want to startle them. 


TIM: POT oe coerce 
MARK s: Shhh. 
(FOOTSTEPS ) 
(OFF BOB WHITE WHISTLE) 
TIM: WAST cio eo 
MARK: Bob white. Quitel 


(RUSTLE OF GRASS) 
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(SUDDEN FLURRY OF WINGS) 
A birdi: 2°12 set himt 
(SHRILL SCREAM OF A BIRD OFF) 
(BIRDS BODY FALLS TO GROUND) 
Got him’ Hit him with a rock in the air. 
Yes, you got him, Tim. 
What's the matter? It's just e bird. 
That's right. Let's go over and see. 
(FOOTSTEPS ) 
WhETCeseenA@eceewcshere it is. Look. Boy what a lucky 
throw. Right in the neck. 
Lucky. 
What'sa matter. What are you looking at me for. Don't 
nobody ever kill birds. 
Not just for the pleasure of killing. 
Ah, can it. What's another bird more less. 


I'll show you. Step gently on the ground, and listen. 


Huh? 
Listen. 

(SOFT FOOTSTEPS) 

(FADE ON CHIRPING OF SMALL BIRDS) 
WMMERGE ER oR 


Look. There. In that clump of grasse 

Where, I.....-birds. Little ones. 

ONE ese UWO eeel iVe of them Bob White chicks. 

Gosh. 

The bird you hit, the mother hen. She heard us coming. 
So she ran away from the nest and took to the air, where 


you hit her. She wanted to keep us away from these 
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(CONTINUED) chicks. Her way of protecting them. 
I did'nt know. Cheez, they're little things, ain't they. 
Yeahf/ 


What'll happen to them without the old lady? 


They'll have to shift for themselves. 
Them things. They'll be eaten in no time. 
You killed their mother. 
I didn't Knew....gosh..-how was I to....Look ain't there 
nothin we can do. 
They're awfully small. They can't even get their own food. 
What do they eat? 
Insects, gurbs, small worms. They'll probably starve before 
they're killed. 
So tiny. Gosh, Mr. Trail, couldn't we take them back to camp? 
Some one would have to care for them. 
I could..--after all I.....-gee..-ethey're so helpless. 
Okay, Tim. If you'll care for them, I guess we can take them 
back. Lift them up gently we'll put one in each pocket and 
carry them back nice and easy. 
Yeah, sure...elir, Trail. Come on babies... 

(BIRDS CHIRP) 
Don't worry. You're going to be all right. 


BRIDGE AND UNDER 
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Hey, bob. I'll make you a deal. I'11 clean up the cabin 
every morning for a week. You pay me off with twenty flies 


a daye 


Tis 


MUSIC.. 
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Hey, Mr. Dane. Where do the guys dig for worms around 


here? Naw, I don't want them for fishing, I want 'em for 
feeding. 


UP AND DOWN 
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Fatso, we got ice cream for desert todaye You love the stuff. 
I'll give you my share for fifteen flies. 


UP AND DOWN 


Mr. Dane, these old rags. Kin I have them? The birds get 
cold some time. Thanks. 


UP AND our 
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(DOOR SLAMS SHUT) 
Eh? Oh hello, Mark. 
Hi you, Frank. 
Where's your protege?’ 
Probably out digging worms: somewhere. 
I've never seen such a change come over a kid. A regular 
little mother. 
I guess the helplessness of the birds appealed to him. 
His own story in duplicate, eh. 
Could be. He's certainly making sure they weren't kicked 
around the way he was. l 
And how. 
What did you want me for, Frank? 
Almost forget. The Station called. Got a wire that 
Mrs. Dwight is on her way. 


Cornelia? 


FRANK: 
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- hoy 

She's due in about two hours. I thought you might want to 
take the buckboard and go down and meet her. 

Not afraid to be left alone in camp with the calamity I 
brought with me, 

Tim, the only thing he'll have me doing is chasing flies for 
those birds of his, 

Probably. Well I'll hitch up the team and go in. Cornelia 
will be proud to see her juvenile delinguint. 

Mind picking up some supplies, Marł. We haven't had the 
buckboard out and down since I got you from the station. 
Sure thing. You make up a list while I'm hitching the team. 


I'll be back for it right away. 


(Pat pains fovea anam omen mame ae om 


(CHIRPING OF BIRDS) 
There you are. Gosh, ain't yuh had enough yet. You must have 
holes in the bottom of those bellies, 

(FOOTSTEPS) FADE ON) 
(FADING ON) Hey, Witt... 
Shh...-yuh really want to scare them +o death. 
Boy, you really fuss over those birds. 
You got flies? 
No, I just come down to give you a message from Mr. Dane, 
He says to tel% you Mrs. Dwight is coming here to-day. 
the old oiri. 


Who is she? 
She's to me like I'm to thesee.seewell....hey..-how's 


she coming out? 


Mr. Trail's going down to get her. He took the buck board 


and. © Oe e 


TIM: 
_ BOB: 
TIM: We 
BOB: 
TIM: 
BOB: 
TEMS 


BOB: 
PIM: 


BOBS 
TIMs: 


OF es 


The buckboard! Holy gosh. Has he gone yet? 

About an hour ago. Why? 

WEgot to warn him. 

Warn him? 

What a rat I am. 

What are you talking about? 

That first night I was here..oese--you remember I said I'd 
get even for that ride. 

Yes? 

Well I went out, I burried three razor blades in that 
collar that goes around the horses neck. I figgered when 
they took the horse out again, the blades would work through, 
cut the horses neck and he'd runaway. 

They will, Tim. 

Come on, Bob. We got to run....and hope we get to them 
before those horses runaway and smash up the buckboard 


with Trail and Mrs. Dwight in it. 


aman PEST mae Ps CRED ements eman mn ON 


MUSIC: _ TO COMMERCIAL 


(om mern emo fem HEN eI en 


NARR: 


Somewhere between the camp and the station Mark and isc: 
Dwight are jogging along peacefully in the backboard 

unaware that at anymoment their team of horses may break 

into a pain-franized run-away. Will Tim and Bob reach them 
before it happens. We'll learn in a moment when we return to 


Mark Trail, but firSte. eeose eo +e ( COMMERCIAL) 


NARR: 


TIM: 
BOB: 
DIN 
BOB: 


BOB: 
TEM: 
BOB: 
TEES 
MUSIC: 


ae) 2 


Now back to Mark Trail. In the forest above the road that 
Teads tö Camp Woneeca, Tim and Bob are running as fast as 
they can. They are trying to reach Mark Trail before the 


team of horses he is driving back to camp breaks lose and 


runs awaye 

(RUNNING FOOTSTEPS THROUGH BRUSH) 

See ‘em yet, Bob. 

No. Save your breath. 

Got plenty. Ain't smoked since I been here. 
Maybe but save it. 

(FOOTSTEPS) 
Look.....there.......below US.....lumn off the roade 
It's theme Horses are still trotting.. 

Good. luck sos far. 


Come on. We'll cut down... ......across. 


BRIDGE 


CORNELIA: 


MARK: 


CORNELIA: 


MARK: 


CORNELIA: 


MARK: 


MARK € 


(BUCKBOARD & HORSES) 
That's wonderful, Marke He's really changed. 
Not changed, Cornelia. Just developed. He always was 
a good kid. Just needed something to bring out the love that 
was in him. 
Son he"s mothering a brood of Chicks, 
Quite a sight. Wait'll you hear him crooning to them in that 
tenement accent of his. 
It must be something. 


You've done a fine thing. Taking an interest in this boy, 
Cornelia- Kerh eae cesi 


(HORSE SNORTS) 


Steady, Feller. ee 
(HORSES WHINNEYS & NEILGHS 
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MARK: Easy, boye 

AN 
ACORNELIA: What's the matter, Mark? 
MARK: T dha ree pera 


(HORSE GIVES A LOUD NEIGH) 
(HOOFS BREAK INTO A RUN) 


MARK: Hang onl 
CORNELIA: Markt 
MARK: Whoa, boy, Whoa’ 
(HOOFS CONTINUE) 
MARK: Come on boy, Easy. 
CORNELIA: Mark, look up ahead the road! 
MARK: Tim, Get out of the way, Tim. Whoa, boy. 
CORNELIA: Mark, he's standing there. He's going to try and stop 


the horse's, 


) MARK; Ne, Tim} Dont $ Get out of the way! 
: (HORSE SNORTS, WHINNEYS, REARS) 
MARK: Let go, Tim. Let got . 


CORNELIA: The horse is: kicking, Mark, Tim will beee... 
MARK: The buckboard, watch out. It's going over. 
(CRASH OF BUCKBOARD) 


MUSIC: STING 


SSOP tite time emma tee AiO See a AERP OND Cee maem recy em POY 


(HORSES HOOFS MILLING AROUND) 
CORNELIA: How is he, Mark? 
MARK: Nothing broken. I think he's all right. Just knocked out. 
BOB: Boy he's sure got nerve. 
CORNELIA: It's the bravest thing I... 
MARK: He's coming around. 


(>^ TIM: Where...Ohe..whate..oeMr. Trailt 


| 


a> 
\ 


ra ‘ 


MARK: 
stIMs 
MARK: 


CORNELIA: 


BOB. 


CORNELIA: 
MARK: 
TIM: 

BOB: 

TIMs: 
MARK: 
RIEUR 
CORNELIA: 
iM: 
MARK: 
TIM: 


CORNELIA: 
TIM: 
MARK: 
DIM: 


MARK: 
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Easy, Tim. 

Mrs. Dwight, is SSS nase 

Everyone's all right, Tim. Just take it easy. 

Tim, that's the most courageous thing I've ever seen 
anyone doe 

I*ll saye I never would have nerve enough to grab that 
horse the way you did. 

I'm proud of you, Tim. 

That goes double, 

Didn't you tell them, bob? 

Sure, I told them you're the best guy in this camp. 

NOs. me Domean 5s 

What is it, Tim. 

You're going to think I'm a louse....and I ame 

Yont Dim donit bens. 

No. Let me say it. It's my fault them horses run away e 
Meum fault... 

wean. Dhatotiget night I came here. I rigged up some 
razor blades in that horse's collar, so they'd run away. 
I guess I'm just no good. I.......aw what's the use. Take 
me back to that judge....that's where I belong.... in the can. 
You, fimmy, No. 

Huh? 

Not after what you've told us... 

Pute aeaee 


That took a lot more courage than even stopping the horse, 


Time Any guy that can admit when he's done wrong, the way you 


just have. In my book is 


== 


xt guy. Shake, Timmy. — 





